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PREFACE 

The general form and subject of this poem are defined 
sufficiently on the title page as an Elegy in memory of 
Matthew Arnold and Oxford. The title itself, Corydon, 
was naturally suggested by Arnold's own Thyrsis, an 
Elegy peculiarly dear to those that love both Oxford and 
poetry. To all such I would fain hope 'Corydon' may 
make some appeal, for its subject's sake, if not for any 
merit of its own. The fuller meaning of the poem I have 
sought to indicate by the prosaic device of a detailed table 
of contents, so that I may dispense with a longer preface 
and all notes of explanation. 
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Calm, cold and sad, the soft mists brooding bathe 
In ghostlier glamour chapel, tower, and hall. 
Dome, pinnacle, spire ; they clasp and subtly swathe 
Oxford's grey magic. Cold and calm the pall 
On blade and branch, as for life's funeral. 
Clings of the cr3^tal rime. No hue, no breath 
Marreth the world's white, immaterial. 
Motionless beauty, pure as love's last wreath, 
Laid on the form austere and solemn lines of death. 
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Cold, silent, white, the listening willows lean 
To their grey image, more mysterious, dim. 
Haunting this mirror of slow-sliding green, 
Where Cherwell's shadowy windings deeply brim 
With liquid quiet, or in icy rim 
Loiter by reed and root. Nor sound nor time 
Troubles life's true assessor, song. For him 
Only the rustle of the falling rime. 
Or thinly through the mist a lost and soulless chime. 



m 

To-morrow's change must melt the cr3^tal shroud. 
These frail and fretted spears that sparkle. Strewn 
Shall lie the dead leaf's frame. These birches, bowed, 
Drooping in white depression, dream of June, 
Of tresses tremulous to his breath, how soon ! 
Warm joyous June ; while time's sad realist. 
Winter, now takes for cold serene commune 
^ This white hour, fringed with melancholy mist. 
To-morrow, now, or June ; ring round the birth of Christ ! 
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IV 



Now in this passionless pause of wintry truth, 
Before the bells ring back life's hope ; before 
The fresh and breathing years of buoyant youth 
Swing into vision, swaying to the oar ; 
And, loosed from shadows of this local shore, 
Lightly we breast a wakening world above, 
Feel the full summer flush of woodland lore. 
The rose of passion's prime, or calmly move 
Down the grey liquid wake and afterglow of love ; 



What if, while still the spirit's secular frost 

Holdeth to flowing music's mellow throat 

His icy seal, a meditative ghost 

Of vital hour and vision, poor memory float 

In pale reflection ? Till thou lift thy note 

Unto large joy of growing, till the world ripe 

To song's new cycle, run a pastoral rote, 

Content to tune to a sweet perennial type 

Of old forgotten springs thy plaintive woodland pipe ! 
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Well, if in such a season wandering song 
Unshepherded awhile, may find perfume 
Where fresh the whispering grasses grow and long, 
And pure is dreaming by the poet's tomb. 
Sweet is this aftermath, new-bom its bloom. 
This wintry sun, perchance, may shine anon 
Through song's west-window, showing in the gloom 
Soft glory fall, where time's white tablet shone— 
Dead Thjrrsis writ in gold, unwritten Gorydon. 



vn 

Yet how were he unsepulchred, unsung. 
Who sang of Thyrsis ? Corydon akin, 
And Thyrsis dear, together moved among 
These ancient fields, pure spirits almost twin. 
But powers imperious, sundering, woke within. 
And drew and drave them out, exiled to climb 
Beyond their happy hills. Thence clear and thin 
Vainly came back their voices' broken rhyme, 
Sighing for spring unproven through a twilight time« 
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Tc^ether both they tilled a wintry soil 
Unkindly ; one, erect, might half unlearn 
Tears in light laughter, one with inward toil 
O'erlaboured. Yet they wrought as those that yearn 
For sunnier years of utterance, for return 
To song's free garden primal. But without. 
Stood in their spirit's pathway, pallid, stem. 
That grey-robed sentinel, half -embodied doubt, 
Pointing to hollow shrines, a worship cold, devout. 



So, in clear sorrow's solitary calm. 
Game Corydon to mourn for Thyrsis dead, 
Bearing, perchance he knew not, precious balm 
To his own burial ; for his heart had bled. 
Climbing the self-same mountain. At his head. 
Prescient in death, he planted deep for twain 
One laurel, waxen now and watered ; 
And, strewing fragrance of a woodland strain. 
Tuned to a proud repose high fellowship of pain. 
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Nay, not on Thyrsis only hath he strewn 
Such sweetness, nor hath piped a note so pure 
Unto sole sorrow's ear ; nor only hewn 
For Gorydon his share of sepulture. 
This urn, whose wreathdd marble must endure 
Malice of time, within its private verge. 
With Corydon and Thyrsis doth immure 
Doubt's very dust ; this melody doth merge 
In all an age's passing one pure spirit's dirge. 



XI 

For all his fluting, liquid clear, to them 
That haunted song's sweet meadow, made lament 
For something lost. Yet, were it requiem 
Of love or dear illusion, so were blent 
Sorrow and seeming blitheness with the scent 
Of vanished violets, through the woodland blown, 
He charmed their listening back to sad content. 
Chanting at twilight calm, aloof, alone. 
Doubting mortality's deep tearful monotone. 
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Song's perfect pasture well he knew. At dawn 
His flocking thoughts to uplands free he drave, 
Or fain had driven. But ever they were drawn 
At eve, long eve, from life's fresh leaping wave 
Inward. Such heaviness to his spirit clave, 
Clogging light motion, he was fain to drink 
Far down from broadening waters, and to lave 
Forwearied feet, or, brooding on the brink, 
See selTs grey shadow lengthen, and the twilight shrink. 



xnr 

Well could he brush — so light his human art — 
With dewy benison of nature's balm 
Life's fevered forehead ; for her passionate heart. 
Haunted and held by such unquiet qualm 
As vexed his own, could cull some healing calm 
From pure Hellenic hill. Such comfort sane 
He learnt by lake, from sage or song, his palm. 
Cool with sad wisdom taught the restless vein 
Some temperate strength serene, some pride austere of pain. 
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Yet how should Corydon, for all his skill 
Of incantation sweet, or anodyne 
Passing, or bitter herb remedial, fill 
Deep wound or languid limb with life's strong wine ? 
Who in the spirit's pang discerned not sign 
Or cry of near delivery, saw no sheaf 
Under the wintry field, nor might diyine 
New rapture ripening at the core of grief, 
Nor probe a deepening doubt to healing hope's belief. 



XV 

So, were it time's infection overmuch 
Puzzled his purpose, that he might not wield 
Magic effectual, or attain to touch 
Of ripe free mastery, or some film had sealed 
Rich intuition's fullness, from song's field 
Turning too soon he struck a clearer string 
Serenely sharp. But life he left half-healed. 
Or healed too lightly. So must others sing 
Faith's full harmonious chord, and dose of suffering. 
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One such we heard, who sung his sorrow out ; 
Whom a deep divination called to cope 
With death ; who wrestled on, till formless doubt 
Darkling at dawn transfigured grew to hope ; 
Who scaling loss unto large human scope 
Moulded his marble pains, and strave how long 
By brooding faith's forefeeling art to grope 
Through the dim clay of nature, until strong 
In canonizdd calm stood clear his carven song. 

xvn 

Yea, of his laurels this, the purest leaf 
Which crowns that cold and broad brow reverend. 
Sprung from the grey wall of an ancient grief. 
And grown with growing years, that ripely blend 
Sadness immortal, flowering over friend. 
New faith, things ancient, love atoned to death. 
Now to such shade and sweetness doth ascend. 
That there the whole world's sorrow sheltereth,, 
And through his threnody breathes the warm spring's liberal 
breath. 
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So mountain travellers from the long Valais 
Southward a summer dawn together roam ; 
Then part asunder ; one aside to Fee 
Turns from a seeming tempest, there to home, 
Cloudless, aloof, as who hath early clomb 
To height serene. He sees at eve the rose 
Die palely out on Allalin or Dom ; 
Sleepless, austere, the white peaks crush and close 
His breathless spirit in, too rare for life's repose. 



Another skirts the sighing pines of Saas, 
By clattering Visp and magic Almagell ; 
And, clutching through the cloud at one sure pass, 
Outstays the storm, and late at Vesper bell. 
Sudden as sunset, sees below him swell. 
From Monte Moro, luminous after rain, 
Isled with warm human toil and citadel. 
Billow on billow, purple seas of plain ; 
Feels the full silence live, and breathes a world again. 
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Not long he lingered here. This humid plain, 
The brooding haunt of immemorial mist, 
Haply had weighed him down. Some prescience sane, 
Or serene pride, or love the humanist. 
Led out his wandering feet, as one who wist. 
Wind of the heath and minds of men must clear 
The encumbered eye ; and life's grey quietist 
Must seek — ^like Thyrsis else, an alien here 
Unhonoured — ^fields more free, a mellower atmosphere. 



XXI 

By dreamful Isis he had plucked a flower. 
Which strave to blossom by that sunnier stream, 
Lucent Ilissus, unto life and power 
More shapely. He would train wild life ateem 
To soil severe, as in some Academe, 
O'erlooked by song's serene Acropolis, 
Whence, in the marble calm of temperance, gleam 
Forms that have felt a subtler climate's kiss. 
Grave quiet eyes, which quell and school a world amiss. 



12 CORYDON 



xxn 



Visions and vanishings of the world within 
Vexed him. He felt free wafture bear him bound 
Outward from changing channels and the din 
Of hollow ebb. Fresh life he fain had found 
And fuller song, where that large simple sound, 
Broad buoyant Homer's ocean stream doth roll, 
Brimming with blithe and rhythmic pulse around 
Those golden shores antique, and mirror's whole 
In shape unblurred unbroken passion's primal soul. 



xxnr 

And what if beauty's faith baptize all art 
In that sure song's most living liquid flow, 
Wherein humanity's warm wakening heart. 
The virgin vision of a world aglow 
With the first flush of loveliness, do grow 
Incorporate, fluent ; yea, where very youth, 
Breath of high action vital freshly blow. 
Touched by free tears of elemental ruth. 
And nature nobly blends with larger liberal truth ? 
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Nay, how should recreant lips achieve a chant 
Heroical, or inward eye create, 
Out of a widening vision's very want, 
Untroubled joyous life, a world too late ? 
How shall song's current, where we meditate 
And muse, infected by a subtler time, 
Ruffled by breath of inward grey debate. 
Recapture now a simple flow sublime. 
Or purely glass again that glowing human prime ? 



XXV 

No more, becalmed by legend's Aeolis, 
Might Corydon or seas Ionian dwell. 
Too long, too late his wandering for the bliss 
Of that blithe spirit's outward eye. Too well 
Knew he all ripening art but rings the knell 
Of life outgrown. He saw the simple fire 
Of action dwindle on life's citadel ; 
He heard the human cry, within life's lyre. 
Climbing to calm and utterance through the tragic choir. 



U OORYDON 



So must he later seek the mellow ease, 
Vision more inward and high mastery sane 
Of hamiting tears. crown of Sophocles, 
Clear reconciling calm, with pity's rain. 
With thy mild secret of remedial pain. 
By thy sweet gravity, austerely sure. 
This human heart of sadness purge again. 
As thine own Attic air most subtly pure. 
For beauty's pregnant peace and breathing temperature ! 



xxvn 

For on thy lips there lives a virtue such. 
So tender temperate, they must finely mould 
Liquid and living speech to feel the touch. 
The personcJ spirit's pressure free, controlled 
By plastic form. So purely dost thou fold 
Unto life's full harmonious human curve 
Thy gracious garb of art's ideal gold. 
Ripe measure, law serene, lucent reserve, 
So healing true thy hand to time's most tragic nerve. 
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Though not on Corydon thou couldst descend, 
For all his longmg, or our shadowy west, 
There for one luminous summer briefly blend 
Life's perfect flower and ef9uence, nature blest, 
Too wholesome wise for secular unrest ! 
Bom at the happy heart of circumstance, 
Breathe thou benign on this our widening quest, 
And pain ineluctable of light's advance, 
Prophet of fuller calm for deepening dissonance! 



XXIX 

He sighed for clearness in a world unripe, 
Unjoyous, jarring. But the vision whole 
Mocked him. He met image more true and type 
Of his own spirit's poise, and the shifting pole 
Of a time unbalanced, in that tragic soul, 
Alcestis' poet ; one, that, blown adrift, 
Too subtilized for life's serene control. 
Must veer, for every inward wind to sift. 
And move melodious, tearful down time's deepening rift. 
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So sadly mirrored in that prescient art 
The pathos of a passing age, the fall 
Of old large calm majestic lives. Apart, 
High-seated on the shore, from city wall. 
He caught the gleam of magic fields, the call 
Of the illimitable human sea. 
Blent with a broken music personal. 
The meditative pain, which strave to free 
By inquisition's musing fresh humanity. 



XXXI 

Weak poet's will, and dream of dying Greece, 
What power had ye to freshly mould or school 
A broken world for spiritual peace, 
Or breathing brotherhood ? Stem Stoic rule. 
Yea and large reason yet must calm and cool ; 
And wed with strong austerity of Rome, 
Tempered and wrought to time's most perfect tool. 
Build for mortality her broadening home, 
Under law's framing arch and immemorial dome. 
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Yet must transition's autumn ripely age 
Motionless majesty of ancient awe 
To a brooding burden. Rome's impmal sage, 
Her noblest, last, felt the world's withmi^ flaw ; 
That solitary soul, of nature's law 
Devout unmurmuring quietist, humane 
Son of Grod's growing city ; he that saw. 
Deep at the heart of individual pain, 
Writ coldly clear life's legend, ' Serve, endure, refrain ! ' 



In that brief cell's ascetic privacy. 

Though the world's soulless rote and echoing din 

Of dissolution vexed the inverted eye. 

Jarring the sad soliloquy within. 

He wrought strong apathy, high discipline 

Roman. Wise martyr-saint of inward stress, 

Serenely mournful, strave he still to win 

Large, strenuous resignation passionless, 

And shaped the lonely self he might not all suppress. 

o 
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What marvel, Corydon, still craviiig calm, 
Still following unbeguiled his light sinoere. 
Felt from such lips a meditative balm 
And breath of resignation fall, austere. 
Remedial ? What if vision classic-clear. 
Sunned in each ancient harbourage, among 
Forms magic luminous, took a vein severe f 
If Ufe, serenely strenuous, moved more strong. 
Moulding the mellow sadness of his lucent song ? 



XXXV 

There are who deem that ancient spirit dead. 
Barren or dying. Alien souls, purblind. 
Knowing they know not where divinely wed. 
With life incorporate, still she works behind 
The effectual moving world ; or unconfined 
Fills with refreshment's magic dew all dearth ; 
One formful, pregnant. Promethean wind. 
Loosing and quickening through this human earth 
Beauty of wisdom clear and calm ideal birth. 
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HeOas, not here. For here the world's white youth 
Yearly comeB beckoning back, to frame and free. 
For the long living tutelage of truth. 
Unfolding plastic nature. Here, to thee, 
Breathing, essential immortality. 
At the quick core of growing is set, by grace 
And benison of time, sucli sanctuary 
And liberal soil, elect from out all space. 
For spring's perpetual field, thy spirit's perfect place. 



Oxford, if aught of unf orgotten debt 

For nurture liberal, yea for life's largess. 

Through the years of gracious growing, linketh yet 

Unto such bounteous soil all sons that bless 

Blessing ; if here fresh lore of loveliness, 

If the full flower of love, if truth's pure plant 

Woke to divine vision, I ccxifess 

Now thy full faith, which none can all recant. 

And hold this song thy passion's loyal protestant. 

o2 
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Half -loving long ago, perchance half -loth 
To linger by enchantment's magic shore, 
In the sweet shadow of an earlier growth. 
Where we might lightly listen to the oar 
Sweeping life's surface still, we heard the lore 
Of seaward voices. So we lost thy roof 
Behind the whispering willows. Now once more. 
Through meadows we have mown, thus late, aloof, 
Moving we pluck thy beauty's cahuer ripening proof. 
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Then, in thy love's first flush and effluence. 
But a grey mystery, mingling what hath been 
Of ancient haunting things with outward sense 
And joy of motion ; but a power half-seen 
Through the sweet haze of early April green ; 
Now, as unveiled by leafless elm and lime 
Thy vision clears, all that hath flowed between, 
Down this long ruffled reach of life and time. 
Shows me thy spirit sown within young passion's prime. 
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With thee three cities waken into want 
My dreaming. One, that bids my motions rhyme 
With slow grave march majestical and chant 
Triumphant ; to life's Capitol sublime 
With the world's proud procession bids me climb ; 
In massive things material buUds me home, 
Holds me incorporate to the heart of time. 
Or overbows with burden of her dome, 
Mistress of will, imperious, haimting, earthwide Rome. 



XLI 

thoughts that crowd and crumble ! Brooding awe 
At the broad base of life ! tragic tomb 
Haunted by soulless sanctities ! What law 
Through that large silence ruinous doth loom ! 
warm Italian spring and wakening bloom 
Of new-bom nation ! By the world's high wall 
Fresh violets' breath ! solitude and doom. 
Cypress and broken arch and over all. 
The eternal Alban blue, the sad Campagna's call! 
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One lifts the spirit to her specular hill, 
Which mountains ring with Uquid amethyst, 
Glear-carven lines, whose beauty bare can thrill 
With a light rapture, in thy delicate mist. 
Pure, lucent Athens ! Keeping worship's tryst, 
Hold me, oh there, thy proselyte, alone. 
In bright and breathless awe idealist. 
By the glimmering glory of thy maiden stone. 
Embrowned to mellow gold, thou peerless Parthenon I 



TTiTTT 

One, painted golden warm, by this her grey 
More serious sister ; Amo's magic town. 
With graver eyes, again from Fiesole 
Or Oliveto, looks my memory down. 
What mystic pain of Dante ! Passion^s crown 
Unworn ! and Giotto's lily tower aglow 
With tender rose ! Ye roofs of mellowing brown ! 
What giant awe of Michelangelo ! 
dying purple flush and love of long ago ! 
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A fainter loveliness than theirs is thine, 
Bred of an English May and melting air. 
A livelier green, a growth more tender line 
Low hill and meadow deep. Thy worn walls bear 
A grey more reverend. More demurely fair 
Thy cloistered meaning feels a skiey gleam 
Colder. Thy mystic skirts of beauty wear 
More liquid lucent many a folded stream. 
A softer rose and mist draw down thy twilight dream. 



XLV 

Here, by his pastoral plaining, on the face 
Of this thy beauty Corydon hath set. 
With consecration clear and wistful grace, 
His seal of sweetness, flowering from regret. 
Yea here his haunting spirit shepherds yet. 
Folding, by river, field, by hill and heath, 
In twilight peace a weary inward fret ; 
Or freshly pipes, one with the wandering breath 
Of life's mysterious song, more subtly tuned to death. 
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XLVI 

For e'er he fluted in life's human field, 
Seeking sweet nature's meditative school, 
He felt his solitary languor hecJed 
With woodland simples. He would lose and cool, 
By some sequestered, poUard-haunted pool. 
Unease self-shadowed. There her solid calm. 
And strong serenity of soulless rule. 
Wrought on him restful ; or her dewy balm 
Fell, as in fever memory of a mother's palm. 



XLvn 

So, whether soiled and fretted by the fume 
Of jarring city ways, or with sick mood 
Of glimmering doubt infected, from the gloom 
Seeming o'er soul and age inly to brood. 
His truant heart, half-urban but imbued 
With her sweet elements, must still return 
To the breathing bosom of her quietude ; 
Must bathe in beauty fresh and there unlearn 
The weary inward lore of lives that vainly yearn. 
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XLvm 



Nature herself had nursed his open youth 
By that pure sanctuary of song, where dwelt 
Prophet august of her impassioned truth, 
And beauty's soul oracular. He felt 
The high tradition of the mountains melt 
Into his being there, and rebaptize 
With sweet solemnities his sadness ; knelt. 
Knowing such rites as clear and tranquillize, 
The initiation pure of breath and brow and eyes. 



xux 

Yet, for he brought not to her high commune 
Faith's breath creative and transfiguring fire 
Prophetical, still something of her boon 
She stinted, something stayed of his desire ; 
Withheld some mystery from his languid lyre ; 
And to such love as sought but brief surcease 
Of craving sick, showed not her soul entire, 
Rapture serene, or doubt's divine release. 
Love's last apocalypse of deep atoning peace. 
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Content was he, with tender feeling's brush, 
To mirror in such lucent atmosphere, 
Touched with a magic memory's evening flush, 
Mountain austerely cool, and dewy clear 
Meadow. And yet some half-forgotten tear. 
Some wistful wind, though he would purely paint. 
Still vexed the limpid vision of the seer. 
And quiet things unquestioning with the taint 
Of self s infective sadness, or a languor faint. 



And as he leant on nature's loveliness 
A weary head, as one who fain would draw 
Pure draught of sane oblivion passionless. 
He felt no deep divinity, nor saw 
Behind the cold fires of unfolding law 
The essential heart of radiance, nor, in life. 
Illimitable, new, oracular awe. 
Nor overheard her teeming silence rife 
With voice and vision fresh, writ on the leaves of strife. 
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Ln 



So some half-lover, bom in beauty's creed, 
And mated with the mistress of his eyes, 
Sees in the mirror of his nature's need 
His crown of craving. But her soul defies 
Vision's unveiling, or doth tantalize 
With liberal love's responsive fullness, bred 
But by the soul's importunate surmise. 
Unasking, unfulfilled, unanswered, 
Content with Igwer calm, he lives as one half -wed. 



Ah me ! No longer may we lightly range, 
As we were wont, by meadow, stream, and mill. 
Guided by his pure piping through the change. 
Which mocks with mystery hidden elm and hill ; 
Or all reclaim the glamour and the thrill 
Of those free woodland wanderings, or time. 
So late, this meditative music still 
To the oar's echoing pulse and rushing rhyme. 
Or bathe again in memories of that magic prime. 



\ 
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LIV 

Here rather from these walks and walls, that fringe 
Thy heart of mystic meaning, where imbued 
With thy grey dreamful charm and twilight tinge 
Of time's dear charity, we calmly brood 
On ancient sadness, touched to solitude. 
Let the soft glow of some effectual fire. 
Such subtle breath, commingling with our mood, 
As dimly now against that steady spire 
Sways the Uthe poplar, time thy spirit to its lyre. 



LV 

Some say thy loveliness is but a tomb 
Of ancient loyalties and faith long dead ; 
Thy spirit but a faded hour's perfume. 
Haunting a shadowy home imtenanted ; 
Thy heart a harbourage for barks that fled 
The freshening wind of change ; thy youth a play, 
Unpregnant years of pleasant dream, unread ; 
Unripe thine age ; thy beauty reverend, grey. 
But with a life outgrown, a look of calm decay. 
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Though such a thing thou wert, so shadowy, yet 
There is a loveliness as dear in death. 
There is a grace which blossoms on regret, 
A praise for things unpassing, yea a wreath 
Immortal for old sweetness saved, a breath 
Of benediction, that by life's decease 
Love waits embalming, seeking here, beneath 
These thy calm hospitalities, new lease 
From time's rough trespass free, for liberties of peace. 



Lvn 

Such know but half thy seeming, but the husk 
Of agelong, liberal growth, the residue 
Of thy full spirit. For that dreaming dusk 
Lingers an interlude of dawn more true. 
Yea in thy youth is living power to mew 
Plumage outworn ; and thou dost yearly preen 
Wings for a wider freedom, and ensue 
Ripe flight to richer fields of freshening green, 
And winds of broadening breath and seasons far, unseen. 
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These thy grey cloisters caught the first faint gleam 
On slumbering knowledge, from the fire renewed 
Of ancient lips ; that old Franciscan's dream. 
Nature by patient magic calmly wooed 
To coy unveiling ; felt a nobler mood 
Waken in Wydif unto libera} glow 
And larger dawn of distant brotherhood ; 
Heard of this English the first lispings low, 
Bough-shapen for the Spirit's grave and spacious flow. 



These fdt the freshening wind of living Greece 
Ripely unseal from wisdom's twilight womb 
Warm wakening life's humanities ; release 
From barren ban free nature ; blend, relume 
Things ancient new ; these saw the liberal bloom. 
What time the pure flower of an ancient trust 
And breathing truth, resurgent from the t<mib. 
Outgrew the secular shadow and the dust. 
The imm^norial burden of that 'Rome august. 
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LX 



Here, when high dieaming's pure essential source, 
In each long summer age of soulless drought. 
Buns low and shrunken, some prophetic force 
Wells from the spirit deep, and floodeth out 
Fruitful. When barren winds of wintry doubt 
Blow withering, listless round a languid earth, 
Ever spring visions of a faith devout 
Fall dewy softeilung on the face of dearth. 
Breathing new passion's hope and potency of birth. 



So meet and mingle here all ages ; youth 
Swayed by the motion of the flowing hour ; 
The calm procession of slow-seasoning truth ; 
Grey walls that whisper ancientry of power ; 

Wild thoughts adrift, which pluck a withering flower ; 
Old faiths that cling and loiter in the shade ; 
Unvital, surface dreams by bridge and tower ; 
Light eddies swirling back dead things decayed ; 
Deep currents curving down, unfretful, undelayed. 
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Here seated, where two currents calmly blent 
Move, one full widening water, new and old, 
Now in ripe season of enfranchisement, 
Bared to all breathing influence, thou dost mould 
Life's liberal motion ; here shalt see unfold 
Whole human growth, that feels an ancient root. 
By time's true spirit quickened and controlled. 
And the magic of a broadening light transmute 
To full and golden faith her summer's perfect fruit. 



Lxm 

Far other season, broken, unserene, 
Troubled the spring of Corydon. He dwelt, 
Where two worlds flow asunder, set between 
Voices and visions twain, which might not melt 
In song harmonious. For, as one that knelt 
At the high altar of ascetic truth. 
Pure devotee of clearness, he had felt. 
With the long pang of deep dividing's ruth, 
Twilight of eve and mom move doubtful on his youth. 
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LXIV 



Fain had his fancy strayed by wood and lawn, 
Stringing a lyre untrammelled there, or true 
To clear Hellenic tones. But widening dawn 
And Ught's inevitable leading drew 
His fealty forth, by eddying current new 
Deepening to ocean. But behind a call 
Seemed from dim fields romantic to pursue, 
Fraught with past pieties and wistful faU, 
And haunt his seaward wandering, sad, perpetual. 



LXV 

So potent, pure thy charm, not Corydon 
Could from the magic web romantical. 
Woven with afterglow of mystery gone. 
By moonlit garden and by mouldering wall, 
By painted twilight in that haunting hall. 
Free all his fancy. Half the lingering gleam 
He felt, and breath of grey enchantment fall 
From brooding tower on his clear spirit's stream. 
And draw its mirror back to mingle with the dream. 
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As some princess or queen wast thou to him, 
On whose proud beauty long i^o there fell 
In a quiet court of sleep, or cloister dim, 
Lonely and separate, or low unsunned cell. 
Among forgotten far off reahns, a spell 
Of secular slumber ; where a timeless trance, 
O'erlooked by battlement and oriel. 
Breathed on by briar-rose of old romance. 
Sealed her sweet eyelids down with a lost inheritance. 



Lxvn 

There are that deem we most divinely live, 
Passing the warm world's school and commcm mart, 
To nurse a lonely calm contemplative. 
Serenely poised ; or, with ascetic art 
Straining abstraction, time a soul apart 
Passionless ; who, for Isbck of one deep string. 
Hear not humanity's full beating heart, 
Leam not whole love, or song of suffering ; 
Half-life, a cloistered, lean and fragmentary thing. 
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There are would nurture with the splendKl huak 
Of inmost sanctities a faint desire ; 
Or, subtilized in some evasive dusk, 
With glow and glamour thrill a sickly lyre ; 
Or with rich tracery trick the single spire 
Of the pure spirit's climbing faith ; or trim 
Vision intense of truth's white sunlit fire 
To the soul's window mystically dim, 
Jarring simplicity's divine harmonious hymn. 



LXIX 

And some would heal the seeming hurt of time 

With ancient balm's unchanging antidote ; 

Or stay the liberal flow and deepening rhyme 

Of a rich knowledge by the voiceless vote 

Of dead finality ; or seal the throat 

Of throbbing utterance with an icy claim 

Dynastic ; or by the letter's withering rote. 

And mould mechanical of custom's frame 

Shape the free spirit's season and unfolding aim. 

d2 
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Such dream, so mingled, sweetened with the breath 
Of ancient dedication, took a grace 
From the pure spirits, that had grown beneath 
This shelter. So the passion of the place 
Wrought with their spell, that o'er the wcJsening face 
They bound the twilight of a charmM peace. 
Mystical, priestly, striving to untrace 
From his deep-trenchM brow life's full increase. 
And strain to narrower years Gkxi's whole and living lease. 



LXXI 

So rose full-flooding motion. So, untrimmed 
To the true point and steadfast poise of time, 
Full many a bark was loosened, driving, dimmed, 
From channelled life afield. They lost the chime 
Of ancient bells, unprescient of the prime. 
Nor saw fulfilment's patient hour that hung 
Orbing ; or broken, helmless learnt to rhyme 
With languid ebb ; or drifted down among 
Dead fragmentary remnants of a faith o'erstnmg. 
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Lxxn 

Still one pure presence, in his eyes the vow 
Of things invisible, a prophet soul. 
Sad grsbcious form serene, about whose brow 
Gathers a glow of legend's aureole 
Heroic, haunts this aisle. Still echoes roll 
Of music subtle-sweet, a tender strain. 
Whose mournful magic of enchantment stole. 
Poignant with tears and sharp f oref eeling pain 
Of deep chords breaking, through dim cloisters of the brain. 



Tixxnr 

A lonely spirit, sighing for the shade 
Of dear monastic calm, or Academe 
Austere, unearthly, mystical, he made 
His strong refusal, trampling things that seem 
And sound, the coarse world's texture, for fine dream, 
Infinite hazard, protest high, reproof 
Implicit. With one passion, pure, supreme. 
Holding high commerce, sole he wrought, aloof. 
And as one listening wove his vision's subtle woof. 
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Ah me, he passed. The slow authentic dawn 
Rose on the spirit's east, too inchoate, 
Too near for his discerning. He was drawn, 
As one long written and predestinate 
For severance, out by perilous wave and strait 
Unplumbed, unproven. In the twilight west, 
After long tragic pause, o'erladen, late. 
He stilled the craving of his soul's unrest 
In the quiet immemorial haven of his quest. 



LXXV 

He too could purely pipe a note austere. 
That from the verge came something faint and cold, 
Calm as a marble dream of death, severe. 
Mystical, piercing. For from pastures old 
More free he wandered forth. His path controlled 
By a call half -heard imperious he had crossed 
The chill estranging height. Content to fold 
Apart in peace conventual, a grey ghost. 
He lingered on the hills, his pastoral leading lost. 
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Such incantation's sweetness strange had stirred 
Echo in Gorydon. For half akin, 
Touched by austerities he too had heard 
Deep-calling through the myriad modern din 
Vesper of peace, and purely sought within 
Surety serene. He too would oft-times crave 
Still for high solitude's sad discipline ; 
He too could mingle with a nature grave 
Passion's fine delicate flower, disdain half-sadly suave. 



Tet — ^for he might not yoke the liberal youth 
Of freshening wisdom to an alien year 
Antique ; or lull the untrammelled limbs of truth 
On the cold lap of canonizdd fear ; 
Or veil a new world's widening dawn sincere, 
Seeing Gkxl's flooding influence unpent, 
As one who scorned to clasp a world imclear ; 
Or subtilize and school the soul's assent 
To a dim logic's mould of doubting blandishment — 
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His spirit stood in poise, as one, whose heart, 
Still chiming with an ancient hour, obeyed 
Some secret pulse of memory, beating apart 
From the clear current of the brain. So swayed 
This way and that his plaintive fluting made 
A broken music* On a fresh world's shore 
Half watched he west, from out an earlier shade, 
Faith's fading afterglow ; and half he wore 
The gleam of magic dawn, new liquid matin lore. 



Knowing his season's need, he might not swathe 
In soft imaginings a drowzy song. 
Dreamful, evasive ; or beguiling bathe 
In rich oblivion's loveliness, among 
Old meadows dim, tired life. Too clear and strong. 
Sun-loving in that pause of a summer grey. 
He felt the glimmering east ; nor might prolong 
The breath of some deflowered unhaunted May, 
Or force to-morrow's bloom, or all undream to-day. 
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LXXX 



So one with strenuous pulse unresting stems, 
Strung to the buoyant mood and open rush, 
The fresh free tumult of deep-flooding Thames, 
Courting clear motion's flow and living flush. 
His loitering punt so will another push. 
By shadowy bridge and leaning willow, through 
Some dim by-water, where the slumberous hush 
Of June and languid hawthorn faintly strew 
Seclusion's dear quietive and serenely woo. 



LXXXI 

So made that wandering nature pilgrimage, 
Sailing all song and wisdom of the west ; 
And held free commerce there with many an age 
Full-freighted. Seeking for his soul's unrest 
Harbourage, hope unhopeful, he must breast 
Seas troubled and life's broken surf explore, 
A sad Ulysses of the spirit's quest, 
Sounding each gulf of ancient gleaming lore. 
And inward all a late world's shadowy plangent shore. 
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Well, if one woodland oak of ancient awe, 
Deep-rooted in our soil and reverend, 
Nursed at the heart of nature, still could draw 
By strong solemnity his love, and lend 
Large comfort ; and with consecration blend 
Wordsworth's pure calm ; and, from that central shade 
Oracular, cool loveliness descend, 
Whispering silence as for a world that prayed. 
Worship serene, high peace impassioned, rapture staid. 



And well, if in his spirit's wilderness, 
From Weimar's poet-sage, more magic clear. 
More human-full, for sharp transition's stress, 
He caught a healing note, and held him seer. 
As one that saw in mellower atmosphere 
The warm Italian world and measure sane 
Of marble peace Hellenic ; and could hear 
Repose of passion through the strenuous pain 
Of the grey wailing north and mystic inward rain. 
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LXXXIV 



So high for him was brimmed the hmnan cup 
To the full lips ; so surely must he build 
The stately fabric of his being up 
To a proud poise Olympian ; so he tilled 
A generous nature's soil, and saw fulfilled 
All seasons of his spirit, pouring balm 
Of beauty in life's wound ; so richly stilled 
Passion and wisdom in a seamless calm, 
And wore life's laurel woven wth the poet's palm. 



Howbeit, though he wrought, serenely whole. 
High conscious calm, and felt the lyric heart 
Of song's essential beat, nursing a soul 
Sublimely sane, too free he stood apart. 
Seeking in clear confessional of art 
Too light an absolution ; yea, would shun 
Shadow and travail of the things that thwart 
Fulfilment's ease, and all too early won 
Vision evasive, cloudless of the spirit's sun. 
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And yet, for all his fullness, alien, 
Aloof, still clambering some humaner height, 
He moved imperial, far from moiling men, 
KnowiDg not pain's true puke and tragic night. 
And, if at last one flash of failure's light 
Shook the ripe glory of serene increase. 
No countercharm of death. Cool eremite 
Of beauty, he must haunt a sunnier Greece, 
Shaping alone a lordly, meditative peace. 



Lxxxvn 

Would that rich insight, seeing then one type 
Live in each organ, root, and leaf, and flower, 
Worked in this autumn ; would such utterance ripe. 
Quickening our critic weakness with his dower, 
Now nobly blent, in calm creative hour, 
Passion and breathing form and pregnant thought. 
Effectual, free ; and felt with prescient power 
Nature's new season, and serenely taught 
Life's patient lips the burden of her soul full-fraught. 
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So, had he watched our hundred summers hive 
Their secular harvest, reaping mellower gold 
And lore of growing; through the things that strive. 
Life's long full motion he had seen unfold 
Majestical ; her trouble had controlled 
With deepening probe ; had plucked an anodyne 
From loftier hills ; more deeply learnt to mould 
Earth's infinite gestation, Gkxi's design. 
For large serene deliverance of a song divine. 



LXXXIX 

Ah me, the impatient years, the hurt unhealed ! 
Midway betwixt that earlier calm and this. 
Now ripening for song's scythe, far went afield 
The steps of Corydon. He seemed to miss 
The clambering joy of motion. Neither bliss 
Of that large opulent spring, nor aftermath 
Of hope's high summer followed him, nor kiss 
Of kindly autumn lit the seaward path. 
What time he wandered lonely down a widening strath. 
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Poor shepherd, by the banks of ebbing time, 
Although amid soft nature's magic moss 
Awhile he rested, as he strave to olimb 
Clear heights creative, shadowy sense of loss, 
And pale reflection ever came to cross 
More buoyant mood. And as he moved along 
The deepening rift, the vanished breath and gloss 
Of flowering faith, and all sad thoughts that throng 
Cold obsequies of spring, haunted his twilight song. 



xoi 

And if his music knew not the full flight, 
Ethereal, free, nor passion's purest fire 
And note authentic, craving still new light, 
Clearness of Hellas and a calm entire, 
Ever he tuned an analytic lyre 
To tones of inwardness, chanting in vain 
Sadness serene ; and, if he fled the choir 
Of charmed song, with a light lore humane 
Would heal the unlovely chaos and his season's pain. 
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For aU too wide athwart the spirit's way 
Shadow of lingering disillnsion fell. 
And Corydon must through those meadows stray, 
Weaving enchantment of a wistful spell ; 
And blending breath of welcome with farewell 
Sang, and, as charmM doubt's clear quietist, 
Would half accept his sadoess, half rebel, 
Behind that chill and melancholy mist 
Feeling to-morrow's Ught and calm idealist. 



xdn 

For nature felt the breath of that grey hour 
Mar the sweet motion of her lips, and flaw 
The beauty of her birthright and the flower 
Of human faith with void annulment ; saw 
Discrowned her hope, and soulless-seeming law. 
Starred with the cold fires of an iron space, 
Laugh down the high divinity of awe 
With a hard mechanic smile, and from Ufe's face 
Unweave the spirit's veil and far fulfilment's grace. 
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So some lone realm long-cloistered from aU ken 
Intrusive, on the world's high withering roof, 
Sole-seated in cold scorn of outer men, 
Deeming herself a holiness aloof, 
Slmnbers remote. But the opening hour of proof 
Disrobes her consecration's awe, unveils 
Rich rumour's nakedness, unweaves the woof 
And glow romantical. The magic scales 
Fall. From a thing unclean and hleak her mystery pales. 



xov 

Alas for Corydon ! On his eyes too long 
Too serious lay the twilight. And alas 
For Thyrsis ; for the shadow from his song 
Lifted not ever. Tet the quiet grass 
Of nature grew, and saw her sweetness pass 
Into the magic of a younger May ; 
And yet the river rose, again to glass 
The marvel of a later year, less grey ; 
And clearer through the mist we clasped our widening day. 
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In that fresh season, when a myriad hum 
Haunted our open ears untuned, and took 
The listening soul, was Corydon become 
Symbol and voice. To lucid height his look 
Lifted serene ; or from low sheltered nook, 
Trimming wild judgement to a nurture sane. 
By flying phrase or airy mockery shook 
Self-knowledge into Ught, or touched disdain 
With doubt's deep twilight pathos and a new world's pain. 



xovn 

Fresh on our knowledge, clear from thy free range, 
Hellas, twin stars of thought rose orbing. One, 
Lord of the proven ways and web of change. 
Doth deeply blend his spirit's thread and run 
Through life, our being's very texture spun 
And subtilized to his. One from the peak 
Of vision knows pure rapture of the sun ; 
Bare, radiant doth divine and soaring speak, 
Prophet, imperial master of the souls that seek. 

B 
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Oiie sanely passionless, impersonal,^ 
Showed us the common world's large living woof 
Shot with rich reason's glow. And one would call 
Up to the breathless and calm-seeming roof 
Of time, and lift high thought to dwell aloof. 
Cold as the quiet ordinance of night ; 
Or in life's interspaces, fusing proof 
With love, and flushing all with beauty's Ught, 
Breathed the warm human splendour of his spirit's height. 



xoix 

Plato — ^if there be any pledge of youth 
In wisdom's primal yearning ; if fresh fire 
In wakening thought ; if in grey eyes of truth 
Bright passion that can subtly lift desire 
To her serene excess ; if sound entire 
Harmonious from her hidden lips and soul 
Inly can strain and thrill the spirit's lyre ; 
If there be grace and rapture of control, 
Loveliness, vision, life in her calm viewless whole — 
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Thine is the breath whereby we think and breathe 
Her spirit's height, her thought's thin atmosphere ; 
Thine the rich magic that can lightly wreathe 
In radiant spring her snowy brow austere ; 
Thine the true mirror that can glass and clear 
The mystic deep that dwelleth in her face ; 
Thine the pure reverent passion of the seer, 
That shall unveil her proud perfection's grace, 
Divine, transfigured, human for our full embrace. 



CI 

One moved amid our careless motions, young 

Yet other, breathed upon by holier fire 

Of brotherhood. A spirit too finely strung 

For his frail nature, and the dear desire. 

Whose mellowing rapture must fret out and tire 

A frame forwearied, still he strave to atone. 

And in the jarring social heart inspire 

Passion of broadening peace. Too briefly shown. 

Too early spent he passed. His spring was overblown. 

b2 
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Another stood, in mastery more mature. 
Foursquare athwart the sensual surface flow 
Of shallower shadowy worlds. Long commerce pure 
With deep things infinite, through this moving show 
Shining, with meditative, steadfast glow 
Had touched an utterance something hard, uncouth, 
Unfluent. Lord to us of souls that know, 
A simple civic votary of truth. 
With earnest fires he purged our ineffectual youth. 



om 

Wisdom's epitome and full-moulded type. 
Life-true he taught, a subtler Socrates, 
Later, for whom had mellowed human ripe 
On time's warm wall full reason. Doubt's disease. 
Pierced by his probing, felt the pang that frees 
The travailing spirit, which would fain a£Srm. 
And in the soulless lap of life, that sees. 
Seeing not, touching now fruition's term. 
He planted pregnant deep a spiritual germ. 
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He spurred the spirit with divine unrest, 
To scorn low valley viewless paths and scale 
Infinite cold rose-crowned, to truth's high quest 
Vowed knight of knowledge. Then from that pure pale 
Stooping, as work's strong warrior would unveil 
Here in the homely vision of the street 
Full glow €uid glamour of the mystic graU ; 
Here in the wholesome heart of living greet 
Deity, deep, eternal, one with human beat. 



C5V 

Then saw we proven nakedness of sense ; 
Nature, by thought unfertilized, unwed. 
Now sunken soulless to proud impotence, 
A barren thing mechanical, that bred 
Death and denial ; cold, untenanted 
Her shrine. And from his lips warm wisdom's key, 
The essential secret self, then caught we, led, 
Where in life's citadel and sanctuary 
High-templed truth austere holdeth her session free. 
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So this grave English will, too oaken-strong 
For shallower soil ; this high proud attribute 
Of soaring solid faith ; this mounting song, 
That suns imagination's topmost shoot. 
Must ripen up from deep ideal root 
Creative. So he pruned our island lore, 
Orafting on lower stock a loftier fruit 
Of reason, folded in life's growing core, 
And won a broadening breath for wisdom's liberal shore. 



ovn 

So light of governance, in that fresh school 
Of whole unbroken Hellas, learnt we late; 
Heard the high mystery of reason's rule. 
Moulding invisible the long debate 
Of time's full session ; how incorporate 
Each several soul hath nurture and increase, 
Stature and function of her true estate. 
And holds of federal life a growing lease, 
In commonalty free fulfilled and mellowing peace. 
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He was our master. For true mastery 
Doth stand and work by this authentic sign, 
And hold its virtue's height, that it doth free 
Erom dream of earth for vision more divine 
Things low or fallen — ^would such way were mine — 
Doth fire with passion's touch imperative 
For growth the laden spirit, and entwine 
Awhile weak motions with its stem, and give 
Prophecy, sunlight, power to broaden, breathe and live. 



oix 

And therefore, though our nature must unschool 
In part an earlier scheme, nor all submit 
Issue and increase unto lesser rule 
Than life's free touch and method infinite ; 
Such wholesome pressure calmly must reknit 
New cells to time's long sustenance, controlled 
And subtly drawn by deep election's wit 
Ideal, widening inward to life's mould 
And high essential law, that self to self unfold ; 
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Now to his memory, if there be a grace 
In rhyme for growth effectual, for new birth 
High benediction, here, as we retrace 
Our spirit's track through old dim fields of dearth, 
If still deep-printed on our nature's earth 
His presence dwells, is planted late this flower 
Of verse, fresh from a soil, whose fruitful worth 
Is dated from his spirit's pregnant hour. 
Who freed our life for faith and slow fulfilment's dower^ 



oxi 

Another yet, young wonder's cynosure. 
In his ripe season's year we saw return 
Late to his spirit's place, from nature pure 
Bearing full sheaves ; a prophet sent to spurn 
Things low unlovely. So his soul would bum 
As one prededicate to beauty's vow. 
His frame the travail of a vision stem, 
Mingled with dream ethereal, seemed to bow 
Untimely, brooding, throned beneath a shadowy brow. 
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Perchance an age awry had broken, marred 
His hope's whole mirror. Or the fine excess 
Of love uncrowned, mistuning life, had jarred 
Some secret nerve of nature with a stress 
Wayward. Yet in rich reahns of loveliness 
Wide-wandering had he felt the magic clear 
Of blue hills beckoning seal with a pure impress 
The far divining vision of the seer. 
Infinite azure imaged in deep eyes sincere. 



oxm 

So strange a cry compulsive rose to speak 
Through voice and vision. As a soul exiled. 
By passion of some unf orgotten peak 
Haunted, aloof, alien, unreconciled, 
He moved our modem plain. That heart half child. 
Bare to all breathing effluence and thrill 
Mystical, half o'ersubtilized, beguiled 
By twilight doubt's grey ineffectual chill, 
Beat to pure beauty's pulse, a warm and strenuous will. 
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Not Alp inefiEable, lagune or gold 
Aglow with molten mist Venetian, not 
Magic of Amiens, or Lucca's cold 
Pure plastic calm, or Wandel unforgot, 
Baptismal beauty's spring, the dewy plot 
Of youth, or hermitage by lake and fell. 
Might with his homeless spirit's shadowy lot 
And hope recurrent better blend and dwell. 
Or dearer lay love's deep indissoluble spell. 



oxv 

Than these grey sanctities, that softly dream, 
This river-city's shrine. For here his art, 
Here seeing haply some new Academe 
Of nature, free, authentic, holden apart 
Erom fret €uid soilure of loud modern mart, 
Still charmed with marvel of an ancient May, 
Spake its fine passion, plastic to a heart 
That beat and broke athwart the rhythmic sway. 
The large sweet breath and utterance of an elder day. 
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As one empowered by nature, consecrate 
To cloud and mountain, lifted to her hush 
And haunting rapture, mystic, intimate. 
Early he touched our twilight and the rush 
Of youth unreverent with a matin flush 
Of worship ; yea, had shown through veiling mist, 
Charged with earth's high apocalypse, that brush. 
Warm with new truth by sunnier insight kissed, 
And dipped in magic dew of a love idealist. 



oxvn 

Anon, as vowed to narrower beauty's veil, 
Perchance as having dwelt within, too near 
To nature's face, he felt large splendour fail 
And general faith. By little truth austere 
An eye o'ertrammelled clasped and held her clear, 
Patient precisian of the lesser law ; 
As on some Alp, revealing light sincere, 
Too sharp, unmystical, hath power to draw 
The skirts of dreaming in, one breathless barren awe. 
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Some sudden face of loveliness half-lost^ 
Fresh from the shifting mirror of his soul. 
Would flash regenerate. Some half-vision tossed 
Starward from inner deep would rise and roll 
Luminous, near. Some magic flaming coal 
Of flying scorn would light and touch without 
lips uninitiate, listless. Or there stole 
Some thrill of dedication new, devout, 
Some fire of cleansing reverence through the film of doubt. 



oxr£ 

For was his spirit bowed to strong control, 
The burden of that voice, uncahn, uncouth, 
Which shook, remedial, life's most central soul. 
Lord of deep humour and more poignant ruth. 
Who etched the tragic lightning of his truth 
On a hollow world. Though obloquy awhile 
Quench the quick fire of that prophetic sooth 
With shallow foam, still set to reconcile. 
He climbs to-morrow's night, a star unspent — Carlyle. 
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Like him a seer disconsolate, he saw 
Shadow of dull infection fall athwart 
The summer beauty of his dream, and flaw 
With mockery all the mirror of an art 
Ethereal fine. Too loud the modern heart 
Cried on his cahn. Too deep the secular taint 
Troubled fair nature's face and the clashing mart 
Of craving men imreconciled. Too faint 
The passion of his faith to clasp and clearly paint. 



oxxi 

Yet, whether glow of warm Italian noon 
Held him, or glamour grey of mystic Goth, 
And ruined sanctities of old, bestrewn 
With dust and emptiness ; or kindling both. 
Wrought in his veins as one divinely wroth 
Plato's high protestation ; some far calm 
Flashed on his chaos, drawing as a moth 
His forward dream ; a younger, purer palm, 
A lovelier laurel yet than reverent years embalm. 
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Such beckoning light of loftier brotherhood 
Burnt on his vision's hearth, for some dear hour 
Ideal, when reborn a nobler good, 
More joyous just might spring by purging power 
Of faith regenerant ; when fresh fed by shower. 
New-rooted in this England's natural soil, 
A lovelier life more simple sweet might flower 
On our free fields, casting a dead year's coil ; 
With holier beauty wreathe unwithering brows of toil. 



oxxm 

From Tay and Wandel far and primal faith. 
Clear wells of youth, he travelled to dim wood. 
Midmost a broken age, and felt the scathe 
Of doubtful fires pass on his solitude. 
Yet, so as scarred and bent in mournful mood, 
Through briar and mist he scaled a calmer slope 
At eve ; and though about his setting stood 
Storm-cloud and stress, in endless sunward scope 
Lay on his spirit's line pure heaven and liberal hope. 
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Through the long restless leisure of his love 
He wandered down the dawn, spent the rich spoil 
Of his mid vision's day, as men that move 
Estranged, with bleeding hearts, by those that moil 
Hopeless. At last he knew again the soil. 
The root of home ; at last the fell, the lake. 
At last death's winter peace and human toil 
Tombed in cold glory of the fallen flake. 
Nature's cahn obsequies, a quiet naught can break 



oxxv 

last large utterance of an ampler age. 
How art thou voiceless, whilst we wait and sum 
Vision's rich revenue and heritage 
In vain! Still groping in a new world, dumb, 
Unfruitful, sighing still for the breath to come, 
That shakes the sails of passion into song. 
And his full motion's hour, we hear the hum 
Of autumn harvest and the thoughts that throng, 
Loud-crying for their crown, their season's hope, how long ? 
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So in December some late-living rose, 
Bemocked by mild serenities that seem 
And glow not, fain would awake and aQ unclose 
Her hue's warm glory and a faith ateem 
With summer. But the brief beguiling gleam 
From her full robe unwraps one feeble fold 
Of drooping petals. Palely there they dream 
Awhile, and wither round a heart uprolled ; 
Bloodless but half she flowers, a thing abortive, cold. 



oxxvn 

And ah what lovelier lore by field and streams 
Was ours, in following round the charmed rote 
Of nature's school ! What interfused gleams 
Of love's initiation fall and fioat 
With voices low, and deepening organ note 
Divine, that shook the HoUow soul ! Not now ; 
Not here ; such climbing fullness thrills life's throat. 
Sealed are the lips of song and on his brow 
Death's silent dedication and the living vow. 
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Thus was our spirit's generation sown 
Lightly, as heeding not, with thoughts that grow 
Time-high hereafter, till in meads half-mown 
Lieth our summer meaning. Ceaseless flow 
By many a bridge the years ; now deep below 
The long grey marvel of the past ; now dear 
By fields of sunnier faith and fuller glow ; 
Calmer our current sees a heaven more near, 
Another earth more free, a mellower atmosphere. 



oxxrs 

For from the cliffs of this high-pildd time. 
Backward young knowledge dips beyond the brim 
Of old horizons. From an earlier prime 
Crepuscular, the mistful precincts dim 
Of dawn prelusive, now new ages swim 
Athwart the spirit's east. An ampler wind 
Blows on her rising ; and, below the rim 
Of life, fresh wings of motion unconfined 
Beat with the magic wafture of awakening mind. 
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The red perfection of the warm world's rose, 
That mounts the blue and blossoms from the mould, 
Under her sweetness now more deeply knows 
A lineal root ; more clearly doth behold 
The slow infinities of spring unfold 
Before her summer fiush. This autumn dower 
Of ripe fulfilment through her garnered gold 
Feels the long hope, the patient crescive power 
Of calm creation's growth, life's large deliberate hour. 



cxxxi 

Now months more liberal watch an embryo earth 
Bound, and the spacious purlieus of the soul 
Bobe in high raiment secular for birth 
Consummate. Now more patient hands unroU 
Change's dim-written and half-charrdd scroll. 
Now long slow myriad seasons, that must plod 
Upward, illimitable to their goal, 
Move in gradation's m3^tic period. 
And chant the voiceless, calm processional of God. 
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Now life^ awakening from a lowlier womb, 
Knoweth her nature's plastic tissue spun 
From earth's own heart. This long historic loom. 
That links all common threads of soil and sun, 
Hath woven in her woof, divinely one, 
The texture of our being. Now fulfilled 
With breathing fellowship, no more, a nun. 
May the free spirit dwell apart, or build 
Her solitary peace on timeless heights untilled. 



cxxxm 

And though there be, that all too bUthely bow 

Freedom's brief weakness to the despot weight 

Of myriad ancestry ; that disendow 

Time's opulent perfection, flowering late ; 

And through things elemental, inchoate. 

Back to the vacant verge of being press. 

And asking there of barren brows of fate 

Nature's high truth, still impotent profess 

Night, and but coldly clutch a naked nothingness ; — 
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Yet must the full year's faith of reasoning ripe, 
And clambering time's high intuition read 
Only in summer glow the season's type. 
Only to-morrow's magic sun hath freed 
The m3^tery waiting in the world's dim seed 
For clear enlargement. Only the purple fruit 
Crowneth consummate life's unfolding creed, 
* And fires and fills that blind and hoUow root 
With nature's pregnant breath and perfect attribute. 



oxxxv 

Now, down the deepening yeaxs, one liberal bond 
Broadens. Unpenned by petty banks of race 
Or low self insular, free life, beyond 
The estranging stream beholds one human face 
Beckon. Now chartered to more generous space 
One spirit hears the season's hope. One blood 
At the long last, from love's imperial place, 
Mouldeth all organs to one growing good. 
Passion of breathing peace and holier brotherhood. 
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Here in full season, fed by soil and shower 
Fresh, deep, perennial, loftier life, perchance. 
By passion of a local love shall flower 
From the full heart of budding circumstance ; 
And nursed in magic of a new romance. 
This mystic now, shall bear to-morrow's balm. 
Grown on clear heights of old inheritance ; 
Shall breathe sane breath ideal, deepening calm. 
And move^ more fruitful, one, to rich fulfilment's palm. 



oxxxvn 

So shall this England now, a nobler Rome, — 
If but the burden of her solitude 
Bow not, if in her ancient soil hath home 
Virtue inveterate, root of solid mood 
And generous hope, if but her island brood 
dose with occasion's clasp, and follow forth 
The call that welds one bond of brotherhood, 
Nor nurse disconsolate a lonely north — 
Incorporate, one, inbreathe her immemorial worth. 
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Tea, as that Athens, if she purely rule 
New motions to high nurture, simpler, sane, 
Shall breathe the spirit of her liberal school. 
Beaconing large wisdom of a light humane; 
Earthwide shall beat, one central heart and brain 
Of fresh confederate life ; shall clasp and free 
Ocean's full-flowing girth, one suzerain. 
Holding in hope's pr'oud perpetuity 
The imperial song and passion of the unsoiled sea. 



CXXXTX 

And if this human flower, that seemed to fall 
From fair perfection's height, must rather rise 
By the sun's slow uplifting and a call 
Prevenient ; if we creep and agonize 
Still in faint faith, with travail and the cries 
Of birth ideal ; still tread down each stage 
Of a failure infinite ; if Paradise 
Still haunts with high election and presage. 
Still banishes and brands each homeless, falling age ;• 
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Tet broods one purpose, more imperial, deep, 
Full on the world's great motion, immanent, 
Haunting the whole, and doth supremely sweep 
To its free pressure and prefigurement 
Earth's puny seasons. Tet one Spirit, blent 
With all the blossoms of our spring, doth draw 
Up, with a breathing amplitude unspent. 
By that long patient miracle of, law, 
To years diviner yet than magic's moment saw. 



CXLI 

Tet to one perfect year all seasons slide, 
Eastward one human hope hath outlook still. 
And stands beholding death, the sower, stride 
Along life's fallow, scattering up the hill. 
Spring in his heart. The clashing hours fulfil 
One deepening chime. Tet through the spirit's mist, 
And shadowy drift of seeming, love's warm will 
Orbs, and more wide than doubting twilight wist 
Shines the high dawn af^ of faith idealist. 
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Again the great months round. Old years reborn 
Breathe in oar growing. Winds of autumn shake 
The mellowing past. Beneath the letter worn 
And dulled, new splendours of the spirit break 
Luminous, large. The world's high morrows wake 
More spacious. From the warm waiting lap of time 
Burgeons a bud, whose crescive hope doth take 
Earth's whole prediction in his flower and climb 
To the full Christ's high calm and reconciling prime. 



cxLm 

Ah, if but earlier here so deep a field 
Had flowered for Corydon ; so dear a spring 
Had stirred his passion ; had such simples healed 
The doubt and sadness of his wandering ; 
Had such fresh season timely dawned to string 
Faith's languid nerve ; or plumed his hovering flight 
With the free motion of an ampler wing ; 
Had warm serenity of widening light 
Flushed with full human rose the clearness of his height ; — 
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Perchance his shepherd's pipe had learnt a charm 
More sweet, remedial, and had breathed a note 
Deeper, more mellow, with a magic warm. 
And lost that melancholy, wistful rote 
Untunable. Perchance a troubled throat, 
Touching a joyous ease more jubilant, 
Had felt his pastoral sadness soar and float 
In calm more liquid, and divinely chant 
A louder, loftier PoUio for the world's new want. 



CXLV 

For Corydon, what time his pastoral lute, 
O'erstrained by inward labouring, lay unstrung ; 
What time his troubled lips were whoUy mute. 
Or tuned to alien note, or rarely sung 
Sadness serene ; still undefeated clung 
To song's high faith, in vision devout 
Seeing sweet music moisten yet life's tongue, 
Burnt with the arid breath of aging doubt ; 
But all too lasting deemed his hollow season's drought. 
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What though his pure and melancholy plaint. 
Once wont with magic of a calming skill 
To soothe our shadowy field, was fallen faint 
Or silent. Other lips he knew would fiU 
His empty flute, and through the twilight still 
Would fold free-pasturing thought and freshly bring 
Ever each thirsty life to rising rill. 
Musical, liquid, clear, for quickening, 
And lead the powers and pageant of the spirit's spring. 



cxLvn 

Ah me, false prophet fain, presage of song 
Reproved, unfruitful ! For he Ues discrowned, 
Unkingly now ; his old high places strong 
Fallen ; those ancient royalties of sound - 
Unseated ; from his mystic brow unbound 
Laurels of dear allegiance ; desecrate 
His sweet solemnities ; his holy ground 
Waste, and the beauty of his growing state 
Unvital, withered, shorn, desolate, desolate ! 
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Lost his rich temporalities, and dumby 
Empty his shrines of visitation all ; 
No earthwide voices now authentic come 
Compulsive with sweet sway imperial ; 
From English hawthorn and high elm no call 
Mystic of birds that can divinely draw ; 
No consolations on strong asking fall ; 
Bustle oracular of woodland law, 
Or cleansing calm of mountain's pure monastic awe. 



cxux 

Dwells in his inmost, hollow now and dim» 
At time's warm central hearth, no specular mind 
Breeding broad nurture; nor on life's last rim 
Sits listening to large music; undivined 
Goes nightly by the spirit's whispering wind; 
Void, viewless on her hills humanity 
Unshepherded must pasture ; voiceless, blind. 
This multitudinous breathing mystery 
Travails for seer and prophet of the song to be. 
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Grone now ideal dawn's most strenuous seer, 
Whose strong bright striving could restring, retune 
Loss to his tonic battle-song, and rear 
The sunny palace of his hope, rough-hewn 
By radiant faith, deep on the dead lagune 
Of doubt and foulness ; gone from Asolo 
Love's prophet, straining up paths failure-strewn, 
Facing life's infinite with God aglow, 
Subtlest apologist of groping souls that grow. 



OLI 

Hidden that laurelled head's unwithering green. 
That saw the seasons of his song unfold. 
One fruitful calm procession. Soul serene 
Of mellow artistry, from early wold 
To down and death full-orbing, he would mould, 
In ripening thought's melodious solitude. 
Nature's rich pageantry, tempering unto gold 
And tone of autumn all time's growth, imbued 
With tears and tender gleams of grave Virgilian mood. 
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Twin stars of widening dawn, on life's high range, 
Through their long crescent month, to faith's refrain, 
Rising they hung unblurred. Now shadowy change 
Dips them to death's horizon, and the rain 
Of grey oblivion's passing. Other twain. 
Less radiant full, awhile serenely shone ; 
But the clouding doubt and wistful twilight pain 
Passed on their clearness. Long ago is gone 
Sad Thyrsis ; later set and songless Corydon. 



GLin 

One seized of many a world of warm romance. 
Master of all the myriad rhythmic choir, 
Lover of Hellas, light and sun of France, 
The lavish lord of sweet sonorous lyre. 
Yet with young perpetuity of fire 
FiUs up the trumpet mouth of all things free, 
Most tuneful, tempering rapture of desire 
To ancient calm, sole beauty's devotee, 
Baptized in multitudinous music of the sea. 
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Tet in this autumn richness, seeming ripe 
For vintage melody, this spring now meet 
For song resurgent, many another pipe, 
Tuning high faculty to human feet, 
By lane and hill and loud estranging street, 
Strives with a crying vain ; but no hearts dance ; 
Hope and high-pulsing passion breathe not or beat ; 
Dumb are the sullen lips of circumstance, 
Unlustrous, soulless look her scornful eyes askance. 



CLV 

Perchance a time, too subtilized to serve 
The untroubled pure simplicities of song, 
Hath holden back a sick unquiet nerve 
From his austerer healing lips too long. 
So in her soul she feels infection strong 
Work wasting, until lost sweet fancy's food. 
Or turned to loathing, fain would she feed among 
Husks of a dead and unideal mood, 
Sunken from song's high use to earth's dull desuetude. 
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So, opening home and west to far Patras, 
Some traveller of the Aehaian coast's brief rim 
Watches, while, clear and close, the low vines pass, 
Asphodel, oleander, cypress prim. 
But north, cloud-crowned, aloof, augustly dim, 
Parnassus, all an April afternoon. 
Looming o'er Delphi, haunts and follows him ; 
But song's pure summit, mocking near commune, 
Elusive, unprophetic breathes not his ancient boon. 



CflLvn 

Or haply life hath lent her languor faint. 
Her nature's decadence and deax excess 
To a love less healing strong ; and one shall paint, 
Li splendour's unrevealing swift impress, 
The passing pageant of her loveliness ; 
And one shall soothe or thrill with songless lyre 
Her spirit's strain ; one briefly stage and dress 
Her visual show and glamour of desire. 
The soulless surface fret of fantasies that tire. 
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Or one now wedded to a waiting age, 
Chosen her leisure's lord and suzerain, 
In the moving magio of an ampler page 
Mirrors a fading mistress. Swift to feign 
Her multitudinous seeming he shall chain 
And charm to dreamful impotence, or please. 
Lulling sick passion by her own refrain, 
Or mock with semblance of her soul's disease, 
Lost the free breathing sense of song's ideal breeze. 



CLIX 

And yet, if that calm flute of Gor3rdon 
Gould from the bitter lips of doubt distil 
Some sweetness of regret for lilies gone 
And lingering faith ; could yet serenely fill 
The hollow places of a twilight chill 
With strength of healing, how should such a spring 
As trembles through all life with a mystic thrill 
Infinite, hear large silence travailing, 
Nor freshly swell and break full summer's fiower and sing ? 
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All glow and splendour of the free world's face, 
The myriad marvel of her veil's design. 
Her breath and glamour of unfolding grace, 
The magic of her motion's living line, 
Pure passion sleeping in her maiden eyne. 
Infinite voice with revelation rife. 
Vision of mystery moulding dream divine. 
Rich purpose ripening down the veins of strife. 
One whole and human glory of a growing life ; 



OLXI 

These be thy promnces, song, that thou. 

On thy proud spirit's height, dost hold in fee 

Of broad imperial life. Such triple vow. 

Not in face-fealty, but pure service free. 

Full ripe obedience of simplicity, 

Seals thee and binds with signature express. 

Worship's serene impassioned votary. 

Yea, of all vision, sound and soul princess. 

Breathed on by lords divine, love, truth and loveliness. 
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For the full magic of thy passion's hearty 
Beating free radiance, hath a fire to fuse 
All breathing elements and hours of art. 
The moment's blossom and the broken hues 
Of change thou charmest, and in mystic dews 
Ideal dost baptize ; and thou canst lend 
Warm lips, whereon the spirit's whispers lose 
Pale immortality ; and richly blend 
Life's first fine effluence with her season's firagrant end. 



OLxni 

And yet the splendour of a peace beyond 
Grey tumult, passion's flush and plenitude. 
Homes on thy brow. Thou bedrest yet the wand 
Of consummating calm ; dost breathe and brood 
Prescient above a growing world, imbued 
With thy large dream ; and over mists that mar, 
Serene assessor of the heaven's high mood, 
Orbest on opposition secular. 
Amid time's potentates, a clear and healing star. 
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This broken being, and the sleepless curse 
That haunts the unfolding spirit, all high things lull. 
For nature doth with sweet quietive nurse 
A brief oblivion sane, and song can cull 
His m3rriad simples, wherewithal to dull 
Deep pang, and love can lay a cooling palm 
And pass, and reason lift and half annul 
In some rare realm, and plastic death einbalm 
And round unwrinkled beauty's cold eternal calm. 



OLXV 

Yea, for this moving mystery of life, 

Which holds embosomed infant hope's increase, 

Implicit, folded at the heart of strife. 

Cries on deliverance ; whether calm of Greece, 

Serenely poised one perfect summer's lease ; 

Or broken wiU wearing for diadem 

Rome's world-round apathy of imperial peace ; 

Or life's dim nonage, ripening back to them. 

Listens long-cloistered to her twilight requiem ; 
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Or whether in this wood of tangled time 
Late wandering, truthward as our spirits press 
Ever by widening tracks that cross and climb 
More clear, transition's evening hours of stress 
Darken and hoUow years of inwardness 
Sound their deep elegy ; the shadowy breath 
Of yester-eve still haunts each high access 
Of dawn, and high fulfilment f oUoweth 
With breaking calm the slow long overture of death ; 



OLXvn 

Yet through all agelong travailing's scar and scathe, 
Blind restless striving of the soul's estate 
Troubled, wise passion of presuming faith, 
Still operant, deeply doth ingeminate 
Peace ; and the brooding eye beyond debate 
Sees far fulfilment, keeping secret tryst 
With reason, taught by love's strong postulate. 
Logic divine of love the optimist. 
One pregnant human prophecy, crying for its Christ. 
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If at the growing heart of lyric life, 
Unstrung awhile in hoUow want, or thrilled 
By the blind fingers of a fateful strife, 
More true transition now, divinely skilled, 
To a deep mood of mellow calm hath stilled 
Craving and cry ; if now time's triple string. 
With the wise passion of the past fulfilled, 
Attuned to prescience high lies quivering. 
Fraught with the fire and spirit of unspoken spring. 



OLXIX 

If that free nature, on whose ample brow 
Our spirit reads her plastic prophecies. 
Whose face divining fancy doth endow 
With myriad loveliness, whose liquid eyes 
Mirror an image of our soul's surmise. 
Whose pressure of imperious power we feel 
But in commune creative, who replies 
With sweet lips to the passion which we seal. 
Whose mystic voice love's comment only must reveal ;- 
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If by such commeroe and high covenant 
Lifted to human privilege and taught 
True accent, now a mystic ministrant 
Of an awe inlSnite, her voice, full fraught 
With commonalty large of deepening thought, 
Prophesy peace more whole than anodyne 
Inbreathed by beauty's lips, in utterance oaught 
From the free soul, oracular, divine, 
Promise and mystery of a presence meeting Thine ; — 



Spirit Divine, that at the warm world's heart 
Workest Eternal ; Motion's pulse and pole ; 
One central fire of Loving ; Life apart 
In that illimitable awe ; Thou Soul, 
Breath, Being, Light of all our growing ; Goal 
Of nature's climbing ; Whom this human clod. 
Clothing Thine image, through one templed whole 
Moving unlocal, worships, free, unshod ; 
Infinite, Near, Unknown, Love, Knowledge, Nameless, God ; 
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Breathe Thou beneath the soolless life of song, 
Begenerant now, if haply lineal fire, 
Ancient, authentic may descend among 
lips unoracular ! Oh, touch time's lyre 
For some full utterance of whole human choir ! 
Purge Thou this faint poor function, low and late, 
And fill anew with faculty entire 
Of reconciling calm, to recreate 
Gleam of Thy {nnmal work's Splendour immaculate ! 



Enough ! For thou hast haply touched a note 
For pastoral prelude and the lyre's lament 
Too strenuous, high. Now seaward shalt thou float 
By many a lock and meadow dear, content 
From woodland ways to breathe a sweetness blent 
Of May and memory ; wh«:e the hawthorns weep 
White blossom, oaring, down death's slow descent. 
The obsequies of song, a sorrow deep, 
Calm as the quiet, sliding, liquid paths of sleep. 
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GLXXIV 

Sleep now at Laleham, shepherd, by thy Thames ! 
That flows true-tundd to melodious death, 
Loveliest, last of nature's requiems. 
Deep, placid, full, as one that followeth 
Mourning's own music, brimming to the breath 
Of cowslip. Sleep ! A peace divinely clear. 
Better serenity is none beneath 
Thy mountain's high, conventual calm austere. 
By chattering Botha's rush, or Bydal's narrowing mere. 



OLXXV 

Thy Thames, whose bosom's pure and primal stream, 
Troubled not yet by brooding fume or taint 
Of the city's heart tumultuous, learnt to dream. 
In magic motion of a rich restraint, 
CoHn's sweet bridal chant, still breathing faint. 
As hawthorn plucked by lovers long ago, 
That Colin, who must mould this pastoral plaint 
To his strong measure's warm romantic glow. 
Deep mystic undersong and clear melodious flow. 
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Or if thy spirit here had rather breathe 
May's gracious benediction ; if more sweet 
Deeper our meadows here death's chaplet wreathe ; 
Purer from Cotswold Isis comes to greet 
Enchantment grey ; if here unobsolete 
All sanctities of song, thy lamp undim ; 
If in high temple here and calm retreat 
LovelinesSy truth still lustrous live and trim 
Worship, and bow not knee to soulless Baalim ; 



OLXXVll 

Sleep unconfindd ! Such enlargement dear, 
Such amplitude of peace and beauty drink 
A dewy magic from dim atmosphere ; 
Such fellowship of song shall purely link 
Thyrsis to thee, though by that Amo's brink 
Thyrsis must slumber on. And Shelley's lyre, 
Music too elemental light to sink 
In sea oblivious, blends with the calmer choir 
The unembodied rapture of an airy fire. 
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Not as time's rebel, who, too In^athless, buoyed 
On wild bird wing of a craving infinite, 
Soared in some ether's thin, unrital void. 
Too xinresinting rare for hmnan flight 
Of this warm beating world ; pure proselyte. 
Prophet of aU things starlike, formless, free, 
Who homed in unimaginable height. 
Lover of unconfessed divinity, 
Lost in ethereal thrill of liquid ecstasy ; 



But rather cahn, as one new-reconciled 
To ancient sanctities and the healing grace 
Of time's grey dedication. Here, beguiled 
From the cold prodigalities of space. 
Hath he put on dear attribute of place. 
Here shall his spirit feel true-measured breath 
Of Hellas trim his lavish fire and chase. 
After life's rapture, calm's last lyric wreath. 
Moulded to marble peace of monumental death. 
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Here, for the slow historic fires can purge 
All passion of the past, his heart shaQ beat 
Welcome to thine, and tremble to thy dirge, 
One with his Adonais ; where fresh feet 
Youth treading down the old tradition sweet, 
Of joyous generations yearly roam, 
And from tower to tower the broken-fronted street, 
O'erbowed by benison of spire and dome, 
Curves in long lovelier cahn beside his hollow home. 



OLXXZI 

And here shall haunt thy peace a poet crowned 
With other earthlier laurels. By sweet craft. 
Freedom of that fair company of sound 
Early he won, for early he had quaffed 
From the rich cup of Adonais draught 
Of drowzy June. On haunted summer stream 
Bomantical he breathed a magic waft. 
And drew our fancy to a far grey gleam — 
Indolent, liquid drift of legendary dream. 
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Loathing a late world's worn unlovely strain^ 
The fume and striving of the formless mart, 
Not loving, he, new strenuous inward pain 
Of the deep spirit's proof, or broken heart 
Of broadening time ; lonely, enisled, apart. 
Harboured from mystery of heaven and hell. 
In some dear Paradise of earthly art, 
Far lotus-land of beauty, he must dwell. 
Midmost a fairy Ocean's haunting, murmurous spell. 



OLxxxm 

By this grey beauty nursed, as thine, his youth 
For his soul's session, in a strange world old, 
On some lone strand, unwashed by liberal truth. 
Fashioned anew a northern palace cold. 
And there all tales of ancientry retold. 
Touched to dim magic's distant atmosphere, 
The enchantment free of Chaucer's flowing gold 
Less human, strong, and Golin's sweetness clear, 
Unstrung to healing thought, or Hellas' lute austere. 



AN ELEGY 93 



OLXXXIV 



Not long he loitered, by that dreamful quest 
Spell-bound. The native passion of the Norse 
So drave him ever, spurred by strong unrest 
Footless to wander back to life's free course. 
There would he home awhile with ancient force 
And natural earth, as one, whose soul unsings 
Bis tongue's rich English, for forgotten source 
Simpler, a rude world's waste imaginings 
Of commonalty free and wild primeval things. 



CSLXXXV 

Far wandered had his song by ancient cape 
And ocean mist. Yet loving mastery's toil 
Wrought in him with rich artistry, to shape 
More human-whole the myriad lives that moil 
Unblest. Such faith of earlier glow would foil 
Dim doubt, and clasp, transfigured through the gloom, 
A lovelier England, flowering from a soil 
Sweetened anew by beauty's common bloom, 
A fair world nobly woven on his nature's loom. 



M CORYDON 



Deep was his vision swept a day beyond 
Full summer's dawn, by beauty's very swell 
And breath, to wild and changing seas, no wand 
Of magic art no dreams romantic quell. 
Yea» at the last would loveliness rebel. 
Breaking, for sudden dream, the ages' rhyme. 
Knowing not where, by life's long-working spell, 
That flower of federal brotherhood must dimb 
Late from old fireedom's lap and patient soil of time. 



OLXXXvn 

With him a soul more blest, who, following far 
Into high haunted dreamland, lonely dwelt 
In cloistered loveliness, from wing and star 
Weaving the mystic vision of the Gelt 
Into time's tapestry ; for, as he knelt 
In the grey emptiness of shrines outgrown, 
He saw that wan and wistful pageant melt, 
Athwart his glowing glass of fancy shown, 
Rich melancholy beauty's mystic monotone. 
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And one at Laleham, true inheritor 
Of woodland sorrow's lineal sweetness, wooed 
With temperate tendance, colling all the lore 
Of liquid elegy, by whom bedewed 
An arid time's autumnal solitude 
Still flowers, attunM well to such sad tomb. 
Nursing a pure and meditative mood. 
Hath touched with tender artistry our gloom. 
And briefly laid an earlier and a living bloom. 



Therefore to Corydon no window dight 
With riches dim, no cloistered monument 
Or alien traceried tomb. The open light 
For him more fitting, and a sweetness lent 
By pastoral breath, where, waiting to be blent, 
Cherwell with Isis, half forgets to steer 
A wandering way, and loiters indolent 
By the sxumy bridge that poplars overpeer. 
Tower-charmed by Magdalen's grey and meditative seer. 
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So marble breathing on some Attic tomb, 
By Geramicus, whether cahn farewell 
Or greeting calm, touches the chill hour's gloom 
With tender abstinence. Such pensive spell 
Of clear discretion doth serenely quell 
Parting's too poignant tears. Such shadow brief 
Of gentle death allusive seems to dwell. 
Haunting the quiet hollows of relief. 
And moulds ideal there a mild and gracious grief. 



cxoi 

Cahn, cold and sad the season of the year 
That launched my slender shallop of lament. 
Beside those shadowy willows ; cahn and clear 
This sliding water, whose long wandering lent 
Reflection deep, and breathing pastoral scent 
With liquid music ; cold and cahn the song 
Of Corydon, clear sweetness sadly blent 
With death, that steered my motion down among 
Fields many. Stoic-mournful, purified and strong. 
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Cahn, sad the pastoral flow of pure complaint, 
Which felt the sorrow of the seasons merge 
In mourning CJorydon ; and took the taint 
Of dying faith ; and lingering by the verge 
Of poet's tomb must deepen to the dirge 
Even of song's own passing, till it hears 
Life's very elegy and plangent surge, 
Time's undertone of broken human years, 
Washed in the following waters of eternal tears. 



oxom 

Calm, clear the memory of that winter rime, 
Which wrapt the cold bud of my song. But now 
Magic amenities of April prime, 
Breathing in woodland and on human brow, 
Have worked regenerant. Purple from the plough 
Lies the last shimmering furrow ; mystic, new. 
Grave elm and plastic poplar, every bough 
A springing miracle melting in the blue ; 
Winter a dream or last year's withering residue. 
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Christmas bells, that mingled with one birth 
Mystery of infant faith and broken tomb ! 
Breathing again new potency of earth 
Blends the late lilies of an Easter bloom 
With May's fresh marvel. Now in faint perfume 
Sways the sweet lilac on fulfilment's edge; 
The chestnut's pildd pyramids relume 
White waving fires ; and every hawthorn hedge 
Wears the proud bridal robe of spring's high privilege. 



cxov 

Fresh through the threnody of tears and time 
By the sun-soothdd east is softly blown 
Sound of resurgent unf orgotten rhyme ; 
Curt from the early cuckoo, wandering lone, 
Unlocal, liquid comes a call ; the moan 
Of patient brooding ringdove ; down the noon 
Blackbird full fluting ; or hoarse monotone 
Of the joyous homing rook ; young hopes that soon 
Melt in the magic lap of warm awakening June. 
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For in long season of the secular year, 
While breaking hearts beat into timing day 
Dateless eternity, each March austere 
Feels the faint stirring of an embryo May ; 
Each opening Apnl from the moss-grown grey 
Of mouldering decadence plucks a golden wreath ; 
Each spring regenerant, quickening through decay, 
Divinely frees from the very womb of death 
Growing humanity's fresh lyric infant breath. 



cxcvn 

What though the unquiet years of Corydon, 
To pastoral sadness tuned, would string awhile 
Unto the monody of old Mays gone 
His lyre too plangent. Yet must he beguile 
The grey pause of his season with faint smile 
Of following light. Beneath his plaintive pipe 
Trembles a new note, calm to reconcile. 
Waiting, to waken to fulfilment's type. 

For spring more joyous genial in a year more ripe. 

h2 
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cxovm 

Though at this very heart of May's warm breath, 
By sheltered garden low, this wandering gust, 
Blown &om the bitter lips of east and death. 
Mars her sweet magic with a sudden dust. 
And shaking down our season's flowering trust. 
Breathes a cold note intrusive, tragical. 
Untimely, even as decay's dull rust 
Steals on the lilac, or by rose-red wall 
White withering apple-blossoms softly float and fall ; 



cxonc 



Yet after winter elegy, how long. 
In the right era of her spring fulfilled. 
From some deep-hidden south returning song. 
With mystic stirring all her sweet throat thrilled. 
By the free plastic spirit's prescience skilled. 
In this green heart of England's pastoral rest. 
From mossy immemorial things shall build. 
Divinely new, a nobler season's nest. 
Warmed with the fire prophetic of his beating breast. 



• *"- r » - ' " * * 
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Thence in a deeper dawn of flushing truth, 
Dim broken prescience passing into sight, 
Filling time's patient prophecies with youth, 
And launched on flawless summer's liquid height, 
Fresh broods free-winged shaJl weave a broadening 

flight. 
And from full spirit, by long lyric qualm 
Untouched, untroubled, in a mellower light, 
Tuning rich rapture of a larger calm. 
Shall pour more human-whole their song's diviner bahn. 

coi 

Oh, such a spring, that mingles sweet premise 
Of song regenerate with young budding time 
And years fresh-opening, yet with proved eyes 
Of all a hundred Aprils, to the prime 
Of broadening faith, should now serenely climb 
In calm full motion to another flower 
Than felt the fierce east of that rebel rhyme. 
Which rose and blew about each hollow power. 
The withering restless breath of Byron's stormier hour. 
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oon 

O proud strong voice, whose private utterance took 
Time's challenge with the intrinsic trumpet-roU 
Of revolution ; whose defiance shook 
The hollow-seeming world of dead control ; 
Whose wild breath drave thee homeless on the shoal 
Of sense and self, to breast that bitter lore 
Through a void night, to see a riven soul 
Drifting unreconciled, to hear life's roar 
Die with a lonely wailing on thy broken shore ! 



C5Cin 

How art thou silent now, dead, powerless, dumb, 
Or but an echoing memory inly blent 
With our weak sadness ! How cold time can numb 
That fiery heart's volcanic pulse forespent 
Unto dull dust ! Thy molten passion, pent 
In this large living air, now calms to stone 
And stillness. How thy life thus deeply rent. 
Reconciled and by gracious years o'ergrown, 
Stands on a lurid sky one sombre peak alone ! 
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Now rather shepherds, that too early clomb 
Their breathless mountain, leaning on the breast 
Of liberal time and nature, there must home 
With quiet things that grow, and lull unrest 
To life's large motion secular. High quest 
Holy and passion's pilgrimage must breathe 
The spirit of all passing, till the free west 
Loosen, and dewy summer dawn unsheathe 
The shining rose of song for lovelier June to wreathe. 



ccv 

So from his pupilage in beauty^s school, 
Some peerless painter shall serenely grow 
To mastery's stature. Many a vestibule 
He haunts of ancient shrines. Large liberal flow 
And marble majesty of Pheidias ; glow 
Rapture and bloom of rich Venetian hues, 
The brooding limbs of Michelangelo ; 
These but the veil his mystic visions use, 
And with time's breathing fullness more divinely fuse. 
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And we in song's wide meadow, wandering late, 
Beyond these liquid years deep-sliding, still 
Hear our sad shepherd's pipe reiterate 
A plaintive note, now clearer from the hill, 
Whose empty stops must other voices fill 
More mellow. So again he waits between 
His sky and shadow world, in twilight chill 
Retouched with charmdd afterglow, and seen 
Against the glimmering past a spirit shape serene. 



oovn 

nature strangely blent ; light petulance 
Of airy laughter ; buoyant ease urbane 
Of world and youth ; the lucid lips of France ; 
Some breath of Byron's sick romantic pain, 
Dispassionate, purged ; bright C3mic-edged disdain 
Of Heine, clean, unpoignant ; peace austere, 
Wordsworth's high woodland peace, unrapturous, sane ; 
Goethe's grave calm Olympian ; Attic clear 
Vision and wistful doubt and Stoic will severe ! 
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He saw life broken, but with steady smile, 
Which is the mask of men that inly weep, 
Facing grey shadows, stooped not to beguile 
Gear courage with drugged dreams, or purchase sleep 
Painless for haunting inward hurt, too deep. 
Ah me ! for song's redemption. If but part 
He saw, and would too lightly overleap 
Time's deep-set boundaries, buoyed by airy art, 
For his pure vision's flaw he paid a broken heart. 



OODC 

Oh, well might memory leave her shepherd here, 
Where in rich vision's cup do widely brim, 
On such a day, so calm, divinely dear. 
Liquid infinities, from Gotswold dim 
To down and Chiltern, one unbroken rim. 
Save where the wooded slope of Cumnor -Hurst 
Cuts the full circle. Better none could limn 
Than Gorydon such loveliness as nursed 
His nature's youth and cooled his clambering spirit's thirst. 
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Or following down his steps to Ghilswell farm, 
By quarry and by dingle, sit or stray, 
Where Oxford putteth on her perfect charm, 
One central sanctuary of simlit grey, 
Holden undesecrate, by birchen spray 
And shortening slope, she sits a quiet queen. 
Keeping her pastoral court's sweet country sway ; 
Or violet crowned, in shadow's lovelier sheen. 
More gracious, fresh she flowers from lap of woodland green. 



ooxi 

Or there, betwixt the wild rose and the oak. 
Where from the cloistered coppice, as a nun, 
Out in the breathing free world shyly broke 
That twilight lane ; where biQowing in the sun 
The barley dips ; where footless shadows run 
Down hedge and hill ; and lo, dome, towers and spire 
Flashed as a spirit city softly spun 
Of fancy's fabric, blanched with a ghostly fire. 
Against the woodland blue, a faint enchanted choir. 
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O loveliness unshared, what climbing change 
Hath passed upon that splendour ! Unconfessed 
Dieth the rapt hour's creed. What remnant range 
Nature's sweet policies here, to her high quest 
Prededicate, elect ! And I must breast 
Alone my half-way hill, and wear the vow 
Of infinite vision, as the widening west 
Breaks on the cahn eye of this specular brow, 
The vale that links my wanderings, voiceless, alien, now. 



ccxin 

There comes and goes a breath of clover, pearled 
With clinging crystal still. A shimmering gust 
Bipples long daisies into foam. Uncurled 
The bracken's last coy frond is softly thrust 
Through the high hedgerow's tangle, half arust 
With May's dull residue, and half aglow 
With the climbing joy of roses wild that trust 
Sweet lips to blanching June ; and south and low 
Crrey-gleaming Thames bends back to meet his earlier flow. 
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O south- wind songhing in the pensive pine ! 
O haunting flute of silent Corydon ! 
What mystic burden mingled, his and thine, 
Speaks to my spirit ever and anon 
Of half-foigotten things, of roses gone. 
Echo of empty Hfe's long monotone. 
Warm wafts from magic woods of Marathon, 
What hope of deepening meadows, still unmown 
After long arid May ! What breath of springs unblown ! 



ooxv 

Now the last cuckoo hardly seems to cease 
In liquid silence. Lingers twilight-stoled 
Peace on the height and in the hollow peace. 
The brooding ehns with purple wings enfold 
The steading's russet roof, the nestling gold 
Of carven hay-stack. Eve, »cahn eve, hath strewn 
Her incommunicable stillness old 
Over the fragrant face of midmost June, 
Bowed to the benediction of her mellow moon. 



\ 
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On such a day, so bathed in breath divine, 
Ohy well might song himself, more calmly clear, 
More mystically rapt, within this shrine. 
Uplifted from all loveliness, a seer. 
Bow to One Beauty, Infinite, Austere, 
Supreme ; or through the paean jubilant 
Of poisM lark, in soaring symbol hear 
The myriad music of his throbbing want 
Rise in life's choirM throat to God's creative chant. 



ooxvn 

Yea» in such temple might apocalypse 
Timeless of life's long vision entire 
Flash her fulfilment ; might unseal such lips, 
Touched with wide passion of historic fire. 
Unto One Light oracular ; inspire 
With the pure Spirit's whisper utterance free 
Of spacious, growing Truth ; might thrill the lyre 
And warm serenities of a song to be 
With God's last radiant calm, love's full simplicity. 
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Or here farewell, where trod by alien feet, 
Through the free heart of Oxford, now half -still. 
Empty, by magic strange this one fair street 
Holds me a moment, as with human will. 
Eastward what outlook over elm and hill ! 
What glimpse of sycamore adust ! dream 
Of the inconmiunicable past ! What thrill 
Infinite, wistful of love's Academe 
Haunted, with calm grey eyes of loveliness agleam ! 



ooxix 

Or here moor thou again, for harvest brief. 
By Gherwell bank, free memory's wandering boat. 
Where sighing willows lend a silver leaf 
To the ruffling west ; where lily-cups do float, 
White coronets abrim with the languid rote 
Of sUding waters, as one twilight mood 
Touches all motion to her last grey note. 
While liquid shadows deepen, blend and brood ; 
Passionless eve's pure hour, silence and solitude. 
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The aspen's multitudinous whispers die, 
Fitful ; a subtle breath of homeless hay 
Steals on the rivers east ; through mid July 
And meadowsweet unmown, loitering way, 
Lead me, o'erbowed by the spire's ethereal grey. 
Poplar and purple dome ! Draw down the balm 
Of dewy dusk ! drowzy cedar sway 
The benediction of a drooping palm ! 
Twilight divine descend, time's splendour and his calm ! 



ccxxi 

On such an eve, that crowns life's calendar, 
Rich with the mystic breath of lingering lime, 
And jasmine faint, cool and mellow star 
Of reconciling song rise thou and climb 
This patient twilight ! Breathe, broadening time, 
And fill that melancholy doubting flute 
Now with some full serenity of rhyme ! 
ripening dawn, with radiant touch transmute 
Unfaith's grey monotone, time's cold and broken lute ! 
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Past is all lyrio pain for Corydon ; 
Betundd now his dirge to a calm more deep, 
Remedial. Nature's new eirenicon, 
One with this ancient beauty, as a sleep. 
In pastoral sweetness shall benignly creep 
Into the quiet places of the soul. 
Here shall to-morrow's spirit freshly sweep 
All viewless grey ; and young-eyed faith unroll 
Life's fuU, warm, glowing rose, a world divinely whole. 



ooxxm 

Lost is our shepherd long. His pastoral pipe, 
Breathing unbroken, hath a virtue still. 
His troubled note, transition's very type. 
Serenely sad, comes echoing down each chill 
And changing season of the soul. By hill 
And street and stream, with Th3rrsis, hath he lease 
Immortal here, and newly doth fulfil 
High fellowship and praise of calm increase ; 
Lapped in clear light, the quiet of a liquid peace. 
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So in some autumn field, from sweat and toil 
Uplifted, in the pause of vesper bell, 
Two peasant souls awhile, furrow and soil 
Forgotten, hear relentless labour's knell. 
Darkling they feel, by sunset's dewy spell. 
Suffused with benediction, bowed and bare, 
Stillness divine ; and through full twilight swell 
Mystery of haunting tears, and all the air 
Vibrant with voiceless peace, the glow of brooding prayer. 



